The garrison were not suffering so much from
shortage of food as from lact of variety. Scurvy was
increasing, and every day men risted their lives to
gather the leaves of a wild cruciferous plant which
grew among the ruins and was highly prized as a
vegetable. Bobbie Fayrer, who was living almost
entirely on ground barley, was little better than a
steleton, and Herbert Dashwood was dangerously
ill. ]\irs Fayrer was weat and poorly from a choleraic
attack. The women and children were now sleeping
in Dr Fayrers dining-room because the under-
ground rooms were damp and infested by rats. The
garrison as a whole was suffering great discomfort
from flies, mosquitoes, bugs, and fleas. There was
still a stench everywhere and, in spite of the
Brigadier's orders, conditions in the graveyard were
still so bad that one evening when Harris returned
from his duties there he vomited continually for
two hours.
The firirig at Anderson's post was so heavy that
the Indian servants refused to stay, all except one
Madras boy, and he fell ill of fever. All rants toot
turns to chop wood, light the fire, coot, and attend to
sanitary arrangements, but when the cry 'Turn
Out* was heard they had to leave their domestic
duties, seize their mustets, and rush to their posts.
There was constant fear that the place was under-
mined, and the enemy's shells and roundshot were
continually destroying both shelter and personal
property. One day, soon after a shell had burst
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